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JAMES  THOMSON.

Alas! the change ! from, scenes of joy and rest*,
To this dark den, where sickness toss'd alway.
Here Lethargy, with deadly sleep oppress'd,
Stretch'd on his back, a mighty lubbard, lay,
Heaving Ms sides, and snored night and day ;
To stir him from his traunce it was not eath,
And his half-open'd eyne he shut straightway :
He led, I wot, the softest way to death,
And taught withouten pain and strife to yield the
breath.

Of limbs enormous, but withal unsound,
Soft, swoln and pale, here lay the Hydropsy :
Unwieldy man ; with belly monstrous round,
For ever fed with watery supply;
For still he drank, and yet he still was dry.
And moping here did Hypochondria sit f,
Mother of spleen, in robes of various dye,
Who vexed was full oft with ugly fit ;
And some her frantic deem'd, and some her deem'd
a wit.

A lady proud she was, of ancient blood,
Yet oft her fear her pride made crouchen low;
She felt, or fancy'd in her fluttering mood,
All the diseases which the spittles know,
And sought all physic which the shops bestow,
And still new leeches and new drugs would try,
Her humour ever wavering to and fro ;
For sometimes she would laugh, andsometimes cry,
Then, sudden waxed wroth, and all she knew not
why.

Fast by her side a listless maiden pined,
With achinghead,and squeamishheart-burnings;
Pale, bloated, cold, she seem'd to hate mankind,
Yet loved in secret all forbidden things.
And here the tertian shakes his chilling wings;
The sleepless gout here counts the crowing cocks,
A wolf now gnaws him, now a serpent stings;
Whilst apoplexy cramm'd intemperance knocks
Down to the ground at once, as butcher felleth ox.

TO  FORTUNE.

FOE ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove
An unrelenting foe to love,
And when we meet a mutual heart,
Come in between, and bid us part.

I [* The four last verses were written by Armstrong at
Thomson's desire. Thomson, however, made a few verbal
alterations.]

[f In Armstrong and in the first edition of the poem ;
And here a moping mystery did sit.]

Bid us sigh on from day to day,
And wish, and wish the soul away ;
Till youth and genial years are flown,
And all the life of love is gone !

But busy, busy still art thou,
To bind the loveless, joyless vow,
The heart from pleasure to delude,
And join the gentle to the rude.

For pomp and noise, and senseless show,
To make us Nature's joys forego,
Beneath a gay dominion groan,
And put the golden fetter on 1

For once, 0 Fortune, hear my prayer,
And I absolve thy future care ;
All other bjessings I resign,
Make but the dear Amanda mine.

RULE, BRITANNIA!

WHEN Britain first, at Heaven's command,

Arose from out the azure main,
This was the charter of her land,

And guardian angels sung this strain :
" Rule, Britannia, rule the waves,
Britons never will be slaves !"

The nations, not so bless'd as thee,
Must, in their turns, to tyrants fall;

While thou shalt flourish great and free,
The dread and envy of them all.

Still more majestic shalt thou rise,

More dreadful from each foreign stroke;

As the loud blast that tears the skies,
Serves but to root thy native oak.

These haughty tyrants ne'er shall tame :
All their attempts to bend thee down

Will but arouse thy generous flame ;
But work their woe and thy renown.

To thee belongs the rural reign;

Thy cities shall with commerce shine ;
All thine shall be the subject main:

And every shore it circles thine.

The Muses, still with freedom found,

Shall to thy happy coast repair :
Bless'd isle 1 with matchless beauty crown'd,
And manly hearts to guard the fair:
" Eule, Britannia, rule the waves,
Britons never will be slaves I"